TRAVEL-DIARY
We waited. At last the commander himself appeared.
Although very polite he couldn't conceal his dismay at
our presence. We were tiresomely notorious foreigners
who might add to his responsibilities by getting killed.
Our proper place was on a platform in London—not here,
amongst exhausted and overworked officers and officials.
We might have to leave, he warned us, in the middle of
the night. The evacuation of the civilian population had
started already. Touched, and rather ashamed of myself,
I thought of those men and women who had wasted their
last precious hours of safety, waiting to welcome us with
their banner in the rain. The promised uniforms never
arrived, and our luggage was too wet to unpack. A soldier
brought blankets. We threw ourselves on to the plank beds
and tried to sleep, while soldiers installed a field-telephone
in case headquarters had to warn us of an emergency.
Soon after midnight I was startled out of an uneasy,
drunken doze to see three of these soldiers disappearing
into the room where Fleming was lying. When they came
out again a moment later I was too fuddled to be certain
whether or not Peter was with them. The bastard, I thought
soggily, he's sneaking off to visit the front without telling
us. Or maybe the Japs are here. Anyhow, I was too lazy to
care. So I dozed off again to the sound of falling rain, the
creaking of the old wooden house, the endless gossiping
murmur of soldiers round the fire in the neighbouring
room.
When I woke again about 4 a.m., it was still pitch dark.
The Chinese were getting up. The brazier had gone out.
Paddling across the wet floor we searched wretchedly by
candle- and match-light for our clothes. My trousers were
still soaked, my shirt had a large burn on the front—it
had lain too near the coals—my shoes were shrunken and
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